He fights only when he is in a corner. At other times he
merely nibbles.'

:*4hd you really think that Major Clandon-Hartley is
^an English criminal?'

Slowly, deliberately. Monsieur Duclos removed the
pince-nez from his nose and tapped me on the arm with
them.

'Look carefully at his face/ he said, 'and you will see
the rat in it. What is more/ he added triumphantly, 'he
told me so himself.'

This was fantastic.

The Skeltons, tired of trying to follow Monsieur Duclos's
rapid French, had found a copy of LyIllustration, and,
were pencilling in moustaches on the faces reproduced in
it. I was left to deal with Monsieur Duclos alone. He
edged a chair close to mine.

'Of course,' he said impressively, *I speak in confidence.
The English major would not like to know that his
identity was discovered.'

'What identity?'

'You do not know?'

'No.'

'Ah!' He stroked his beard. 'Then I had better say no
more. He is relying upon my discretion.' He rose, gave
me a meaning look, and moved away. I saw that Koche
had come into the room with Schimler. Monsieur Duclos
hurried across to intercept them. I heard him announce
that the rain had ceased. Koche stopped politely, but
Schimler walked round them and came towards me. He
was looking terribly ill.

'I hear that you are leaving tomorrow, Vadassy,*

'Yes, was that all you heard?*

He shook his head. 'No. I think that a few explanations
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